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[SENECA:] ANOTHER
THE hand of sacred Cato, bade to tear
His breast, did start, and the made wound forbear;
Then to the gash he said, with angry brow,
"And is there aught great Cato cannot do?"

ANOTHER

WHAT doubt'st thou, hand? sad Cato 'tis to kill;
But he '11 be free: sure, hand, thou doubt'st not still I
Cato alive, 'tis just all men be free,
Nor conquers he himself, now if he die.

PENTADIUS

IT is not, y' are deceiv'd, it is not bliss,
What you conceive a happy living is :
To have your hands with rubies bright to glow,
Then on your tortoise bed your body throw,
And sink yourself in down; to drink in gold,              5

And have your looser self in purple roll'd;
With royal fare to make the tables groan,
Or else with what from Libyc fields is mown;
Nor in one vault hoard all your magazine:
But at no coward's fate t' have frighted bin,            10

Nor with the people's breath to be swolrn great.
Nor at a drawn stiletto basely sweat.
He that dares this, nothing to him 's unfit,
But proud o3 th' top of Fortune's wheel may sit.

CATULLUS: To MARCUS T. CICERO
TULLY, to thee, Rome's eloquent sole heir,
The best of all that are, shall be, and were,
I the worst poet send my best thanks and pray'r:
Ev'n by how much the worst of poets I,
By so much you the best of patrons be.                     5

CATULLUS: To JUVENCIUS
JUVENCIUS, thy fair sweet eyes
If to my fill that I may kiss,
Three hundred thousand times I 'd kiss,
Nor future age should cloy this bliss;
No, not if thicker than ripe ears                        5

The harvest of our kisses bears.